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Why did it have to happen? Why?
Why? This question echoed through the
mind of young Victor Damico, as he
lingered at the water’s edge. The brisk
breeze whipped his face, while the waves
with their last bit of energy licked at
the soles of his shoes, then settled back
into the great depths of the ocean. He
kicked a small pebble and then sat down
on the soft sand and thought about the
Almighty Hand of God, which only a
few hours earlier had snuffed out his
father’s life.

withstand the sudden pressure of the
earth upon them. The sound of the
crackling boards startled Dominick. He
tried to escape the flood of broken
boards, dirt and gravel that rained down
upon him. It was no use. The debris
covered the bottom of the well, knocking
Dominick unconscious.
He regained consciousness to find himself buried in earth and gravel up to
his waist with his right leg pinned to
the wall of the well by a huge rock.
Above him, he could hear the shouts of

the men as they ran to the mouth of
the well. He heard them seeking reasons
for the cave-in and a way to get him out.
In his precarious situation, the res-

cuers couldn’t dig him out from the top
for fear of another cave-in which would
endanger not only his life but also the
lives of the rescuers. The only possible

TRAPPED
Dominick Damico was an Italian imigrant. Only a year ago he brought his

By TIMOTHY E. KACZKOWSKI

family from Southern Italy to Brooklyn.

way to release him was to dig a slanting

They were becoming adjusted to the

tunnel next to the well and reach him

American routine of living. His son, Victor, and daughter, Rose, were in high
school and his wife, Mary, for whom
this was a dream come true, was busily
taking care of their little apartment of
lower 39th Street. Dominick, a construction worker by trade, had found a good

from the side. At five fifteen, scores of
volunteer rescue workers started digging
desperately to liberate Dominick from
his narrow prison.
Dominick wasn’t worried. He had been
trapped in many such cave-ins before and
realized that the men would reach him—it would only be a matter of time. The
seconds seemed like hours, and the hours,
eternity, as he lay pinned in the hole.
Slowly but surely, as the noise of the
workers intensified, the tension inside
Dominick began to increase. He needed

job as a welldigger.
It was hot outside, but it was sweltering at the bottom of the eighteen foot
well where Dominick was working. At
quitting time, he was alone in the well,

hurrying to finish the job for this was
Vie’s eighteenth birthday. Maybe this
was why Dominick didn’t notice that
the boards bracing the walls of the well

weren’t properly placed. He discovered
this too late. The supporting beam
slipped and the wall boards could not
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something to calm his nerves and ease
the building tension. At
pack of cigarettes and
lowered to him, but the
gas fumes, oxygen, and
the match caused an

his request, a
matches were
combination of
a spark from
explosion that

rocked the well.
it seemed like hell itself to helpless
Dominick, who couldn’t avoid breathing

to finish the job which a hundred and
fifty men couldn’t do in twenty-seven
hours.
Sweat was streaming down his face as

in the flames. His mouth and throat

Vic reached the opening just below his

were red hot and his lungs were scorched
by the intense heat.
At five fifteen, five hours after the

father. He could see the scorched bits
of clothing which still clung to his

The shirt was burned off his back and

cave-in,

the Damico family and the

parish priest arrived. The horror stricken
family watched as the priest was lowered

to Dominick to administer the last rites
of the Catholic Church. But the explosion
had loosened more dirt and now only
Dominick’s head and shoulders were
visible, making this task almost impossible.
Time dragged on, for almost thirteen
hours he had been trapped in the narrow
well and his rescuers were only half way
to him. In this time two huge spotlights
were set up calling hundreds of spectators to the disaster scene. Lights were
strung in the rescue tunnel, but they
were of little help to the weary workers.
The Damico family and thir friends

had been praying continually with the
priest hoping that the men would soon
free Dominick. But the strain of the
past thirteen hours was too much for
his wife to endure, and she began to
sob hysterically, while Rose and Vic
cried unashamed as they continued praying.
Minute by minute, foot by foot the
rescue tunnel lengthened. Only three
more feet to go come the call, the two
and finally only one foot of earth separated the men from Dominick. The clicks
of the shovels against the rocks seemed
to increase as the workers realized that
their job was almost finished.
Finally the dirt and gravel gave way
around his body, one arm appeared, then
the other. His left leg was visible but
the huge boulder which pinned his right
leg to the wall of the tunnel still held

him fast.
Because of this rock, the hole into the
well wasn’t large enough to admit a
man, so Victor the smallest person ava'l-

able, was sent down the rescue tunne!

father’s motionless body and the nauseating odor of burned flesh still lingered in
the air. His father’s back was one
enormous blister and the rest of his
body already was turning from red to
black.
With a low groan his father moved,
opened his parched lips and moaned “It’s
no use, son. You’re too late.”
For a moment Vic was stunned, but
then realizing the meaning of these
words, he dug furiously at the dirt surrounding the rock as tears trickled down
his cheeks. At last the rock moved
enough for him to free his father’s leg.
He tied the rope, which was lowered
down, under Dominick’s arrnpits and
watched as the men above hauled him
to the surface.
Minutes later as Vic climbed out of
the tunnel, he could tell by the look on
his mother’s face that they were too
late. Dominick Damico was dead.
Dead, after being trapped for almost
twenty-seven hours in an eighteen foot
hole. All these thoughts passed through
Victor’s mind as he sat staring at the
glittering stars which seemed to be playing tag in the heavens. The moon was
just coming over the water’s edge as he
rose. Ironical, he thought, the greatest
nation in the world! We could develop
radar, television, atomic planes and submarines, great electronic brains and
every modern convenience, but still with
all this ability we couldn’t get one poor
welldigger out of a hole.
We shout, beat around the bush, look
up why he was in the hole and ways

of getting people out of holes, but when
we finally get him out of his hole, Dominick Damico is dead. Not of war, not
of sickness, not of atomic or hydrogen
bombs, but of being stuck in a hole...
only eighteen feet deep.

The Furnace
By J. J. TRIPP
Lansook tightened the laces of his
fur-lined hood and pushed back the flap
of the tent. A frigid blast of wind rushed
into the small enclosure and made the
flame of the oil stove dance and flicker.
“Hurry up and go,” snarled a voice
from the shadows. “Go on out and close
the flap before you freeze the blood in
my veins!”
“Go back to sleep, Katsal. I’m going.”
Lansook stepped out into the vast emptiness of the Arctic night. Although it
was near midnight, the sky shone a
luminous grey, and the powdery snow
beneath the miner’s feet gave back a
reflection of the same dead grey.
Lansook began walking toward a huge
moundlike structure several hundred
yards distant, the only object in view
that stood against the colorless horizon,
and broke the dreary monotony of the

night.
As he passed noiselessly along the
way, his thoughts went back to the illnatured brute in the tent. “Why does
Katsal treat me like a slave?” he asked
himself. “What has happened to our
partnership? He still takes half the
profits from the mine, but I do all the
work.”
By now he could hear the roar of the
fire deep within the furnace, and could
just discern four trails of misty smoke
rising thin and straight from the short
clay chimneys. Three times every night
he must rise and replenish the fuel

frozen earth himself, Lansook went
around to the back of the furnace and
picked up a battered wooden scoop from
its niche in the warm clay wall.
On three sides of the furnace there
were large openings at shoulder level,
approached by crude ramps and covered
with heavy lids of wood. At the back
was a much larger hole, also covered
with a wooden door, which served both
for the fueling of the furnace and for
the removal of the smelted ore and slag.
With his scoop Lansook swung the
door open and began shoveling small,
tightly packed bales of moss into the
yawning grate. Then, suddenly and
silently as the Arctic dawn, a stranger
was there.
Lansook heard, rather than saw, a
man somewhere behind him, over near
the tent where Katsal lay sleeping. There
in the tent, in a heavy leather bag, were
many hundreds of dollars’ worth of
shapeless blobs of smelted silver, flat
on one side where they had dripped
onto the floor of the furnace and
hardened. This prowler, whoever he was,
was surely bent on stealing that bag.
Lansook must stop him—Katsal might
not awaken in time.
Without making a sound, the miner,
as yet unnoticed by the_ stranger,
stealthily approached him from behind.
With a single stroke of the scoop that
he still held in his hand, Lansook sent
the stranger sprawling in a heap—a

supply in the grate of the smelting fur-

quiet, motionless heap scarcely to be

nace, while Katsal slept on in the comfort and warmth of the tent.
Skirting a pile of crude ore that had
come out of the mine the day before,
most of which he had hacked out of the

distinguished from a snowdrift, except
for the splash of scarlet that glistened,
incongruous as a tulip, there below the
grey Arctic sky.
The weather was cold beyond all
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reckoning, but large drops of perspiration stood out on the miner’s forehead
as he dropped the heavy scoop from his
trembling hand and staggered back.
“What have I done?” he gasped. “Is all
the silver in the world worth a man’s
life?” If the wan stars heard him, they
gave no reply.
Numbly he turned and entered the
tent. He must tell Katsal—he must find
out what to do.
The other miner was sitting up in his
bunk, his eyes wide open and his finger
on the trigger of a rifle a'med at the

flap of the tent. ‘“Lansook!” he said,
with a sigh of relief. “It’s you! I thought
I heard a struggle.”
“You did,” choked the other. “Come
at once.” In an instant Katsal was on
his feet, in a moment he had dressed
and was elbowing his way past Lanscok
and out of the tent. When the younger
miner emerged from the tent, his partner was bending over the still form on
the ground, peering intently at the mutilated profile.
“Winlak!”’ he exclaimed, rising. “It is

Winlak!”
“Who is Winlak?”

Laboriously they raised the body to
the level of the opening, and pushed it
head first into the furnace. Lansook

gave a mighty heave to the legs, and
they tumbled out of sight. The older
miner slammed the heavy wooden lid
down over the hole and secured it with
a latch.
And then an anguished scream, loud

and long, issued forth from the heart
of the furnace, ascended to the skies
through the four chimneys, and Pen
Lansook to the marrow.
Me
“Katsal!”’ he said, gripping his peer
ner’s shouldersin a convulsion of horror.
“He was not dead!”
Katsal freed himself from Lansook’s
grip, and turned to go back to the tent.
“Did you think he was?” he asked over
his shoulder.

Dismas

The younger miner reeled dizzily at
the suggestion and almost fell, but he

One minute to twelve. Thirty seconds.
Why doesn’t it begin? Why don’t they
get it over with? Twenty-eight seconds.
What’ll it be like—fire maybe? Twentyfive seconds. It’s quiet—nothing—is this
what it’ll be like? Say something! Why
don’t you say something! Twenty-three
seconds. Water—will they give me water? Twenty seconds. What’ll Mom do ?—
Why me? Fifteen. I don’t care! They
can all go to—ten seconds—curse them.
Why don’t they get it over with! Nine,
eight—seven—six—five—four—three —
like a football game.
Two—now—now—no I don’t want to.

gulped hard and said, “If it must he,

Life! Life, Lord I want life. Stop! Life—

let us go and get it finished.”
Without a word the two lifted the
inert mass and stumbled along with it

Lord, oh hell! No—no not hell—Lord
forgive—I’m sorry. Forgive, mercy.
I didn’t think it would be like this.
Like a cold shower almost... the chair!

“We've got to get rid of him,” said
Katsal, ignoring lLansook’s question.
“The government sled will be here tomorrow to pick up the silver. All those
men...” He paused and rubbed his
bristly chin thoughtfully. Lansook felt
very sick, there in the cold grey night.
Katsal was speaking again, very
slowly. “If we put him in the furnace,”
he said, ‘‘there won’t be a trace by morn-

ing.”

toward the furnace. “We can put him
on one of the ramps,” grunted Katsal.

Like a hot shower. But I’m safe. My

“There—now steady him while I open
the lid.”

name, Lord, it’s Dismas Jones. Lord it’s
Dismas. Remember ...

By LARRY RUFF
Just in case anyone has missed me
around campus the past few weeks, I
have been home, kneeling on my prie-

dieu and clutching my teddy-bear, mourning the passing of youth and innocence.
I am happy to report that I have
finally been formally introduced to the
seamy side of life. It stood up, bowed
stiffly, and said, “Good mawnin’, Mr.
Rutt.”
This broadening of my social contacts,
after a formerly sheltered and pampered
life, began late in August when I was
looking forward to my student teaching.
(The phrase “looking forward” is misleading; I was looking forward in the
sense that victims of the Inquisition
looked forward to an auto-da-fe.) Student teaching is a requirement for grad-

uation in the education division—funloving sadist that it is—and, unnerved by

Blackboard Jungle, I could think of only
two ways of escaping it.
Quit the division or die.
The first seemed impracticable after
three years of study and the second a

trifle extreme, so I decided to pull myself
together—bits of crystal strung on wire
that I was—and go through with it.
I entered the school on my first day
whistling a gay Dies Irae and filled with
a ballooning sense of inferiority. The
class greeted me as befitted an accomplished pedagogue.
“Are you really a teacher, Mr. Huff?”
(It was two weeks before they believed
that someone could actually be called

Ruff.
)
“Yes.”
“OQoooooooh.

(Squeal.)

(Giggle.)”’

After these initial difficulties, things
went along smoothly enough, the only

confusion arising from the fact that I
was supposed to teach English and the
class didn’t want to learn English. This

hurdle was eventually cleared through
the bracing efforts of my supervising

For

Whom the

tardy Bell
Tolls
teacher, an intrepid lady well used to
recalcitrant classes and timorous young
teachers.
Since the Exponent might fall into the
hands of the infant opposition, details
of the opening sorties canot be given
now. However, while I canot give a blowby-blow (literally) account, two bits of
psychological information have been
cleared through the proper channels for
‘dissemination.
First, remember that children are
sensitive young plants and must be

treated with unexcited firmness. When
they seem to be getting out of control,
it is wisest to remain calm. Merely
slamming a book on the nearest desk
and shrieking “Shaddup” should attain
the desired effect of peaceful calm.
Second, when two youngsters of unequal size are jettisoning repressions,
single out the smaller for reprimand.
This will make the larger feel smugly

as if he is getting away with something
and he will rest on his laurels the remainder of the period.
If the children are of equal dimensions, ignore the entire unpleasantness,
live to fight another day, and give a
spot quiz.
There will, of course, be those days
when the most expert knowledge of psy-

to suggest a motto, suitable for working
in either cross-stitch or needlepoint,
given me by my supervisor: “I will lie
me down to bleed a while, and rise to
fight again.”
On the whole, I fear, psychology will
benefit little from my experiences, since
psychology and I operate on entirely
dissimilar first premises. Dr. Gesell will
insist that children are like people; I
that children are a totally different race
which might well have landed on the last
saucer. One is led to wonder, in fact, if
the stork might have brought them
originally.
Aside from the children—and you’re
going to have to take a giant step to
get to one side of that obstacle—student
teaching has other calisthentics designed
to test the mental suppleness of novices.
It is a disconcertingly ambivalent life
for one thing. After giving one’s little
all to thirty badly assorted youngsters
all day, it requires the character absorbtion talents of a Stanislavsky to turn
into a student after teaching hours. The
channel between the desk and the bench
is broad and having to swim it each day
is a mental task comparable to Gertrude

Ederle’s physical one.
Along with this constant reversal of
master and student roles, student teach-

chology will be useless, when God’s face

ing entails rigorous shifts in age. To the

is turned against you and the chasm
yawns. For these occasions, I would like

university professor, you are just an(Continued on Page 22)

Love
tlsl
Couguen
By MARY JO O’CALLAGHAN

with his little friends, only to have him

Once before I felt it my duty as a
mother to speak out and inform the
other women of the world of my experiences in the raising of my boy Sonny.
At that time I told of the search for
just the right hobby to aid most Sonny’s
physical and psychological development.
Two years have passed since then, and
it seems that I must again come forward
and tell you of the condition which has
developed, horrible though it may be.
Sonny is becoming an introvert! It still
hurts to say it, but I must speak. After

a walk in the woods—alone! Frankly, at
this point I began to grow panicky. I
rushed to my guide in all things, You
and Your Sibling, by Dr. Jonas Squak;

return and tell me that he had taken

all I did, following all the proper books
so carefully, this had to happen.
I’m still not sure who is to blame.
There was that one teacher who kept

giving him books and encouraging him
to read. She certainly had something to
do with it. Perhaps I erred in the choice
of a hobby. Who knows, but that stuffing olives in the eyes of Idaho potatoes
eight times a day may not have served
to release all his anti-social feelings.
Whatever the reason, this dreadful thing
happened and something had to be done
about it.
I began to notice the signs about a
year ago, although the condition had
probably begun to develop earlier. The
first thing that came to my attention
was an occasional preference for reading
a book rather than participating in his

play group. I tried to pass this off as
merely a passing manifestation of a desire to return to the womb, but this grew
harder and harder to do as the days

passed and the symptoms multiplied.
Once or twice I sent him out to play
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but there seemed nothing to fit my situation. What was I to do?
Then slowly I began to summon that
determination that has always characterized me in a crisis. Calmly now, I sat
down to formulate a plan of action which
would transform my boy from a book
reader to a book burner, from a quiet,
well-behaved child to a loud, undisciplined extrovert. First, I decided, I must
encourage his destructive tendencies,
since the books I had read all mentioned
the joy which the extrovert experiences
in tearing things apart. Knowing he
would have a hard time getting started,
I thought it might be best if I set the

example in

this matter. Accordingly,

each day at two o’clock we took turns
seeing who could cause the most destruction. I would perhaps start on the
dishes, and then, with a little coaxing
on my part, he would take care of any
flower-pots or statues that were in the
room. Although in the beginning he did
this with obvious reluctance, as time
passed Sonny grew to relish it more and
more. Soon it was not necessary for me
to participate in the sessions; and then
came that glorious day—thanks be to

The
GAP
By THOMAS SPINELLE

of two because he was so eager to begin.
When this happened I knew that the

Well, here I am again. This lovely,
damp, hardwood bar knows me better
than anyone else in the world. And why
shouldn’t it? God knows I’ve spent most
of my time here. Look at these people
all around me, they pity me. Just listen
to them talk, saying it’s a downright
shame that a person with my apparent

first phase of my plan had been suc-

intelligence should be wasting his life

cessful.
Do not, however, think that everything was accomplished so easily. The
next step met with much more resistance;
in fact, for a time I feared it would fail.
But I read again Dr. Squak’s comforting
axiom, “There is nothing to fear but
introversion,” and I renewed my attempts with increased determination.
Still, many months of concentrated effort
were needed before I could persuade
Sonny that burning books was more fun
than reading them. He first began to
break when I suggested putting the fire
to one which he particularly hated, Swiss
Family Robinson. He had often told that
he thought it a stupid book andI feel
that the prospect of burning it filled him
with pleasure. From this we passed to
those which he merely tolerated, such as

away so miserably. “And so young, too.
Why he’s little more than a boy,” I’ve

God—when I had to restrain him! He
had even started at five of two instead

Tom Sawyer and Hercules, Boy Giant.

Then came my day of triumph when together we watched the flames consume
his dearly beloved Maggie, A Girl of the
Streets. Surely, after he had gone this
far, there would be no turning back.
Looking to the past, I can see that
this was true—there was no real backsliding after that day—although several

heard them say a million times. They
don’t think I can hear them, but I can.
I can hear them, and it makes me laugh.
They say I should have accomplished
something, but do they say what? Exactly what should I have done? These
smart people, do they have the answer
to that too?
What do they know anyway? They
don’t know of the Gap, the ever-present
Gap, which plagues me day and night,
never letting me sleep, never letting me
rest. All I want to do is rest, to be calm
and have my mind at peace. I don’t
think that is too much to ask. But the
Gap won’t leave me alone. It is always
there, and these people don’t understand
that if I didn’t get this way, if I didn’t
drink, it would drive me out of my mind.
I have to drink. There is no other way
to find any relief from that constant
pounding, pounding of my brain.
Why am I here? Is there really no
other way? These are questions I have
asked myself a thousand times, and
every time I do, I remember...
It all started a long time ago, although

things have occurred since which brought

I couldn’t tell you exactly when. Do you

(Continued on Page 22)

(Continued on Next Page)

know what it feels like to be lonely, to
have the sensation of being singular,
being entirely apart from the rest of
humanity? Oh, I don’t mean any of this
rugged individualism crud that books
are always throwing at you, I mean that
even when I was among people, I felt
apart from them, apart from my surroundings, a being unique. I seemed to
myself to be a disinterested spectator
standing on the brink of reality, peering
at the things going on about him. I could
see myself acting and hear myself talking. It seemed as if I were two persons
at the same time, one person acting out
his role in reality, and the other always

watching, judging, criticizing.
Both me’s felt no emotion or sensation
and were as if under a strong anesthetic.
The seeing Me criticized and evaluated
the acting Me much as a Hollywood
director directs the performance of an
acter in a movie. I longed to feel some
emotion, to experience something to
terminate the endless void, and fill the
aching, vacant cavity of my mind. This
dark Gap of nothingness cried out to be
filled with something worthwhile, something of value. But nothing came. All
the potential was there, but no spark
was struck to ignite it into the flame
of achievement. I just drifted, swept
along by the fantasies of my mind, and
nobody seemed to care. I workedalittle
to pass the time away, but not enough
to satisfy my longing for accomplishment. I worked little because all effort
was

futile,

since

I

had

no

one

with

which to share the fruits of my labor.
I am an ugly man. I have often wondered how I possibly could have picked
so much ugliness into my few years.

Who would have anything to do with
me and, if no one did, who would ap-

preciate and benefit from my work?
Without any motivation, without any
goal to strive for, I drifted.

Time passed. My friends were occupied. They seemed thoroughly absorbed
in the everyday affairs about them. They
seemed completely immersed in matters,
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which to me were astoundingly trivial,
inconsequential, and deserving of no
thought or attention whatsoever. I didn’t
wat to appear rude or uncivil, but I just
couldn’t see any value in their activities.
I longed for something special, for something to prove to myself and to the
world that there was something in me
besides ugliness. But nothing came.
My restlessness disturbed me. Where
had I missed the boat? What was lacking in me? How could people around

me be so busy in their seemingly important matters while I just wanted to
look at them and say, “So what?”
These people were always smiling, laughing and light-hearted. Why did I feel
like there was a heavy weight holding
me down, prohibiting, restraining my
thoughts and actions, and leaving me
dour, depressed, devoid of sensibility?

I started to run. I jumped from one
pursuit to another in a vain attempt to
accomplish—to do something worth doing. Nothing worked. Boredom pervaded
all, and my answer remained unfound.
Something was still missing. There was
a great, big, empty Gap in my keing,

and it just had to be filled. But how?
What was missing? Questions, questions,
wherever I turned there were questions.
And I didn’t have the answers. Was
there really an answer, or was my life
dedicated to an impossible search for
happiness which could never be found?
I became thirsty. I had never drunk
much before, but now it seemed the only
thing to do. At least this way I could
relax. At least this way I could relieve
a little of the anxiety and tension, which
always kept me thinking, which always
kept me wondering, searching. It meant
relief, if only temporary, from the direct-

ing Me, who kept insisting, over and
over again, that I should, I ought to, I
must find out what it is in me that cries

out to be found.
I drank. I drank until I could drink
no more. My mind became numb, and

the Gap couldn’t hurt me any more.

By GENE ARNOLD

Geoffrey Chaucer’s Parliament of
Fowls may also be called the Parliament
of Birds, and one manuscript sports the
title Parliament of Birds Reduced to
Love. But since a bird by any other name
smells just as fowl, we may dismiss such
name-calling with a smug shrug.
Of more interest is Chaucer’s reason
or excuse for convening the Parliament.
Here theorizing critics cross pens somewhat. Alfred William Pollard and others
flatly state that Chaucer wrote this fantasy in connection with Richard II’s
marriage to Anne of Bohemia in 1381.
They believe it was occasioned by a
year’s delay in the wedding. If so, could
Chaucer have been implying that the
reluctant belligerents thought this marriage was “for the birds’?
For the less cynical there are other

revolting yet is the opinion Chaucer

clares, “. . . the Parliament is definitely
attached to Saint Valentine’s Day, and

makes the peasant poultry express about
courtly love. As in most of his writing,
Chaucer here worries the problems of
reconciling love and marriage, which in
his day seemed considerably less compatible than the horse and carriage, or
even RCA color television. Appropriately enough, the Parliament of Fowls
is classed with the literary genre called
“love debate.”
The debate is rather slow getting
squared away. For a hundred lines or
so Chaucer piddles around dabbling in
classical allusions. Fortunely, the sevenline stanzas in which he piddles force
him to complete a coherent thought
within seven lines. He frequently expresses his thoughts even more concisely
and packs several into one stanza, like
extra prizes in a box of Cracker Jacks.
Consequently, his introductory piddling
is neither difficult to grasp nor bore-

perhaps a sufficient explanation of its

some.

origin is to be found in the celebration
of that festival.’’ Other critics suggest
that it allegorizes John of Gaunt’s plans
to marry off his daughter Philippa.
Some even connect it with Chaucer’s own
marriage in 1774. If you want to be in
style, the latest fad is that it concerns
the 1376-77 negotiations for the marriage of Prince Richard to Princess
Marie of France.
Regardless of whose marriage, if any,
Chaucer intended to allegorize, he also
weaves many other elements into this
complex work. For example, he achieves
social and political satire through his

The opening verse sagely observes
that art is long and life is short. By
the end of the stanza Chaucer reveals
that it is the art of love which he considers too long to learn in a short life.
He speaks from the bitter personal experience of a lifetime spent in promiscuous reading.
Once he spent a whole day reading
The Dream of Scipio by Tullius. In it
the elder Scipio Africanus appeared in
a dream to the younger Scipio, wafted
him up to heaven, showed him the universe, and delivered what could pass for
a Christian sermon on the four last

aristocratic eagles and proletarian poultry. Some eagle-eyed critics even spy

things. Here is an excerpt from a passage that Chaucer quotes:

allusions to the Peasants’ Revolt. More

(Continued on Page 23)

theories available. F. N. Robinson de-

I’ve been talking to angels for a long
time now. No, I’m not wacky, I really
talk with them. I see them, too. All
right, so you don’t believe me.
“Stanislaus” Pulcheck is what my
sainted mother wanted to name me, and
she did. I thought I’d never live down
the name, but when I went to work in
the mills, I found that Stanislaus wasn’t
the only, shall we say, unfamiliar name.
After all, a guy with the name of
Stephano, or Michea, or Irving isn’t going to mock a Stanislaus.
It was Christmas Eve some years ago
and the mill had shut down early. I went
to my room on the South side and started
to wash off the steel scum.
“Hey, Stan,’ came a voice over the
roar of the shower.
“Be out in a shake,” I said.
What greeted my eyes when I cam?
out of the shower all but floored me.
I couldn’t move, couldn’t speak. I just
stood and stared. I must be going nuts,
I thought. It was like seeing myself in
a mirror, except for the beat-up wings.
I shut my eyes and shook my head. When
I opened my eyes my visitor was still
there.
‘“‘What’s wrong, Stan, haven’t you ever
seen an angel before?”
My head was doing flip flops. Not only

did this creature look like me but his
voice was my voice.
“Snap out of it, Stan. We’ve got a

trip to make.”
“A trip,” I said. “I’m too young to...”
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“Not that kind of trip, STUPID.”
“Ahh what .. .?”
“My name is Astrus Brightinous,” he
answered before I could ask.
“Arastus .. .”
“Just call me Spike,” he interrupted.

“WG-34 27”
“T’m your guardian angel,” he replied.
Replied, heck! He was reading my mind.
“What’s your game, Spike?’ I replied
shakingly.
“IT told you, Stan,’ he began, “I’m
your angel.”
I opened my mouth but, before I could
speak, Spike was off again.
“My Boss has been observing you, and
He says that you’ve been pretty good
lately. I told Him I thought so, too. Well
anyway, this year He tells me to give
you a little Christmas present.”
“A present for me?” I asked. “I never

got one before.”
“TI know. The Boss usually doesn’t do
this. He told me to take you for atrip.”
“To Paris, London, Rome?” I broke in
with excitement.
“No, Jerk, not that kind of trip either.

You and I are going for a walk. Now
get dressed so we can be on our way.”
When Spike finished talking, he evaporated. Puff, he was gone.
This was nineteen forty-seven. Things

like this just didn’t happen. Mzybe I’m
shell shocked or something. That cne in
Guam did land awfully close. It’s impossible. What I need is a drink.
I put on my pants and went to the
closet to get my Sunday leather jacket.
When I had bundled up warmly, I went
to the door. I opened it, and who do
you suppose was there, my land lady,
Mrs. Plaski.
“Mr. Pulcheck,” she said, “would you
like to have dinner with the Mr. and me

tomorrow? We’re having Polish sausage
and Kolackies.”’
“Thanks a lot, Mrs. Plaski. What time

are we eating?” I replied.

“About two o’clock, but come down
early and have a few short ones before
dinner.”
The air outside was refreshingly brisk,
and the lightly falling snow was caressing the ground like a Spanish-lace veil
placed gently over a homely face.
“Very pretty thoughts, Stan. What
kept you so long?”
It was Spike. He looked like an overgrown eagle sitting there on top of the
porch roof. The eagle gracefully descended like a ruptured duckling.
“Stan,” he said, straightening a wing,
“there are a few things I want you to
know before we go. First of all, no one
will be able to see or hear you.”
“T don’t understand, Spike,” I said.
“Pay attention, Stan, and don’t interrupt. Whatever happens tonight don’t try
to interfere. You won’t be able to help or
hinder anything that’s going to happen.”’

By ROBERT BARTSCHE
“T don’t know what you mean but...
Hey, where are we?”
“I forgot to tell you,” Spike said. ““We

travel fast.”
“You’re telling me! One minute we’re
in front of my house, and the next we
are outside of old Saint Pat’s.”
“St. Patrick is his name, Stan!” Spike
exclaimed. “Don’t be disrespectful.”
St. Patrick’s Church is in an old run
down neighborhood. Its tall spires and
beautiful sounding bells tell a story of

when the church was new and its people
were of a better class.
As I said before, it was Christmas Eve.

People were gaily coming and going.
Some were laden down with presents,
and others were carrying home the seasonal tree. A feeling of inner warmth

filled the air and stimulated those who
were warmed by it. Suddenly I felt a
slight chill.
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“Here he comes, Stan,’ Spike announced.
“Who, Spike?” I asked. “The only one
I see is that old buzzed up bum.”
“That’s our boy,” Spike said.
“What do you mean, Spike?” I inquired.
“Hang loose. You'll see,” he said.

The warmth that was in the air was
gone. The wino carried his own atmosphere, an atmosphere of gloom, alcohol,
and coldness. At first I disliked this intruder, but then I saw his eyes, sad
eyes. I felt sorry for him. I watched
him as he pulled a long drink from a
pint bottle. When he was through, he
held up the bottle, gave it a shake, and
then heaved it. What the vagrant did
next rather surprised me. After a slight
hesitation, he walked into Church.
“Let’s go, Stan,’ Spike said as he
dragged me across the street, up the
steps, and right through the door of

St. Pat’s. I mean through the door; we
didn’t open it.
Our over-indulgent friend was just

climbing into the first pew in front of
the Madonna ad the Child statue. He
started to talk. Although he talked with
his mind and not with his mouth, I could

understand what he said.
It had been a long time since he had
been to church. He knew he was wrong,
but he blamed God for losing his family.
He told the Child of the statue how
sorry he was. Tears filled the sad eyes.
He told the Infant how lonely he had
been and how he wished he had someone to spend this Christmas with. The
tears were leaving tell-tale streaks on
an unwashed face. As our lonesome
friend looked up at the statue, I looked
up also. The Child was smiling. Bob,
that was the fellow’s name, wished the

As we waited, I heard the squeal of
brakes and a woman’s scream. I hit the
door on the run with my arm extended
to open it. My arm and I went through
the door again. Spike followed directly.
A small crowd was gathering. The
woman who had seen the accident was
screaming hysterically. “He ran in front
of the car. He’s dead! He’s dead!”
“We could have stopped that from
happening if we hadn’t waited, Spike,”
I said angrily, almost belligerently.
“Back off, Stan,” he began. “I told
you before you couldn’t stop what was
going to happen. That’s why we waited.
What would you have done? Yelled a
warning? He couldn’t have heard you.
You might have tried to grab him, but
it would’ve been like trying to open that
door, you went through. Materially you
don’t exist right now. Cheer up. It’s not
as bad as you think.”
“He’s dead, isn’t he?’ I asked.
“Deader than yesterday’s newspaper,”

was Spike’s cheerful reply.
al Sg oa
“. .. don’t understand,” he finished
saying for me. ‘Forget it,” he continued.
“None of us know why my Boss does

things the way He does. He just does
them that way, that’s all. Let’s go.”
Before Spike finished the “go”, we
were standing in front of my house. I
should say I was in front of my house;
Spike was gone. He was nowhere in sight.
The Spanish-lace veil had changed into
a full, white Angora carpet. I was
stunned. There were only two footprints
in the snow and I was standing in them.
If I had been dreaming, my shoes would
have been wet. They weren’t.

I ran full gait, slipping and sliding
all the way to St. Pat’s. I bounced up
the steps two at a time and stopped

Babe a happy birthday and then he left.

dead. I put my ear to the door. Some-

“Are we going to follow him?” I asked
Spike.

one was singing. The voices were the

“Wait a minute,” came the reply to

other voice was mine. I walked slowly

my question.
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wino’s and . . . I listened harder. The

(Continued on Page 22)

Tom Wright watched the dark-haired
girl come across the grass to the Arcade,
her books under one arm, a breeze blowing her dark curls. Judy was a sophomore, too, and they had been eating
together since the start of this semester.
It was something he looked forward to.
Now he waved and called to her. “Hi,
there. Hungry?”
“What’s the use?” Judy joked. “I
won’t be as soon as I see the menu!”
Her smile seemed a little forced, as
though something troubled her. Tom
couldn’t place it, and he took her books
as they walked to the cafeteria.

e

Petition
“I’m starved,” he said. “TI’ll even eat
macaroni, after the way coach put us
through the grind today. It was really—”
“Tom,” Judy said, breaking in on him,
“have you signed it yet?’ She looked

up at him, a frown where there should
have been a pleasant smile.
“Signed what?” Tom asked, puzzled.
“The petition, silly. The one George

Barrett is getting up to replace Professor Burkes.”
“Of course not! You mean George is
still fooling around with that? I thought
it was a gag, Judy.”’ He looked at her

incredulously. Could this be what was
bothering her, he thought!
“It’s no gag, Tom. You better sign it

So we can get somebody else for History
251. We can do it, if we all stick together.”
“Judy! You can’t be serious; students
den’t just kick out a prof like that.
Maybe he’s not the best in—”
“The best?” Judy laughed sarcastically. “Dr. Burkes is the worst, Tom,
and you know it. You can’t even hear
him in the back row.”
It was Tom’s turn to laugh.
“Half the kids sit back there so they
can’t hear him,” he said.
“Don’t tell me you like him?” Judy
asked. She was looking at Tom oddly
as he put the books on a shelf. “And
besides,” she added, “haven’t you heard
about the hairy finals he gives? He
doesn’t even grade on the curve, Tom!”
“Look at the menu,’ Tom said, as
they got in line. “Wow, now I’m not
hungry! Same food they had yesterday.”
“I’m serious, Tom. Won’t you sign
George’s petition? He’s positive if we
can show the dean that the whole class
isn’t getting anything out of old Burkes’
lectures, they’ll put in a replacement.”
Waiting in the line, Tom couldn’t believe Judy was talking to him like this.
George Barrett, sure. The guy was a
goof-off by profession; he wanted snap
classes with easy exams, so there’d be
more time for dates. But Judy—it didn’t
jell at all.

By TED McCOY

“Look,” he said as they found a table,
“T don’t get it. Wouldn’t the easy thing
to do be to transfer to another class?”
“Have you looked at the schedule?”

Judy asked ruefully.
“No.”
“The only other History 251 is at two
o'clock, Tom. Practically all of us would
(Continued on Page 19)
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By ELLIS A. TEACH

still out of range, and the swift current
of the channel carried my spear far
from the target; so far, in fact, that the
jewfish did not even notice it. Disgusted

Inching my way down the edge of the
channel until I was about twety feet
from him, I aimed and squeezed the
trigger. The spear streaked through the
water and sank deep into the scaly flesh
of the fish. At the impact of the spear
he shook himself violently, churned the
water and jerked futilely against the line;
but the spear was too firmly imbedded,
and he soon weakened. I pulled him to
the ledge, made certain the spear was
secure and swam to the top, uncoiling
the line as I went. Once in the boat, my
partner and I pulled in the line. Getting
the jewfish into the boat was quite a
struggle; we later found he weighed
236 pounds!
We sailed on about six miles to an
isolated spot which I knew to be crowded
with barracuda. Key West is completely
surrounded by jagged coral reefs. The
water on the reefs is shallow, but at
the edge of the reefs, there is a sudden
drop as you enter the open sea. The
barracuda live beneath these reefs for
they can swim out to the deep waters
for food or they can laze in the sun in
the shallow waters of the reef.
Picking a spot at the edge of these
reefs, we dropped anchor. I changed
tanks on my aqualung and tied a line
to my belt. The current there was quite
strong and it was easy to be swept away
from the boat. I rechecked my equipment and again dropped over the side.
The chilling waters of the open sea
closed over my head.
I was enjoying the beauty of the fantastic coral formations when I brushed
by a small, sharp piece of coral, extending from the reef. My line tangled
momentarily, but soon I was again descending to the dark ocean floor. It was
deeper here than I had expected, about
forty feet, anda little darker than I

with my impatience, without bothering
to retrieve the spear which was imbedded

liked.
I gave one tug on the line, indicating

in the coral, I cut the line and reloaded.

that I had reached bottom and slowly

Every skindiver in Florida looks forward to the annual spearfishing contest
held in Key West. A prize is offered
for the largest fish caught in each of
ten species. Being a member of the
skindiver club in Key West, I entered

the contest, limiting myself to the jewfish and the barracuda. I chose the
jewfish, because I knew of an area in
which they abounded, and the barracuda,
because their cunning, speed, and savage
disposition have always been a challenge
to me.
The contest started early in the morning and my partner and I were in the
boat at dawn. I directed him to a channel
about three miles off the coast for the

jewfish. On the way I checked and
loaded the speargun. Once there, we
gauged the depth and dropped anchor.
Wearing only swimming trunks and
sneakers, I donned my mask, aqualung
(a tank of compressed air to facilitate

underwater breathing) and a lead belt
to drag me to the bottom. I grabbed
my speargun and knife and dropped
over the side of the boat.
The water was fairly shallow and I
sank quickly to the bottom. I was near

the channel, dredged out to permit the
Navy’s ships to enter and leave the

island. The jewfish lie at the bottom
of this channel and wait for smaller
fish to venture unheeding into the
deeper waters. I looked over the edge
of the channel and spied a large jewfish lying quietly on the bottom, about
twenty-five yards down the channel.

Fearful of losing my prey, I shot while
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edged my way under the reef. Here it
was even darker. I thought it odd that
I saw no barracuda after several minutes,
but as I eased myself around the side
of a large rock, there directly in front
of me a shark, about twice my size, was
suspended in the water.

that is to hit him in the brain. Since
his brain is no larger than his eyeball
and his skin as tough as shoe leather,
a successful strike seemed virtually impossible. Spearing him in any other place
would only infuriate him and cause him
to attack more viciously than ever.

A strange fish, the shark. They are
afraid of man, and one shark alone will
not attack unless the man is incapacitated. I have no fear of sharks; however, I greatly respect them and will do
nothing to irritate them. I thought it
odd that he should be here in barracuda
territory. Although a barracuda is no
match for a shark, a shark will seldom
venture into a school of barracuda, for

Very slowly, I drew my knife from its
sheath in case I missed his brain,
brought my speargun up to hip level
and did my best to aim it at his head.
He was a big fellow, ten feet long at
least; his small beady eyes watched me
greedily. His tail moved slowly back and

he would be greatly outnumbered.
So I simply stood there, waiting
patiently until, his curiosity satisfied,
he continued on his way. However, this
shark was different; his curiosity was
nct satisfied; he did not continue on his
way; he simply stayed there, watching
me intently. Suddenly I felt a stinging
sensation on my right ankle, and I remembered brushing that piece of coral.
Then I knew why the shark stayed
there. I had scratched my leg on the
coral and a faint pink tinged the water
by my ankle. It was not much, but it
was enough; a shark can be drawn great
distances by a very small quantity of
blood. He was just hanging there, waiting for me to show signs of weakness
so he might take me without a fight.
It wasn’t his curiosity at all that held
him there; it was his appetite.
I stood there, not moving a muscle,
trying to decide what to do. If I moved,

he would attack and there was no way
I could frighten him. My only alternative was to spear him. There is only one

way to kill a shark with a speargun, and
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forth while the motion of his ventral
fins held him against the current. Just
one flick of his powerful tail would
carry him the twenty feet between us,
and then no speargun or knife could
stop his slashing teeth.
The attack seemed inevitable. As my
finger tightened on the trigger, a cold
gush flashed by my legs and six or seven
barracuda hurled themselves at the
shark. I stood there, unable to move,
staring at the thrashing shark, the
flashing barracuda, the bloody swirling
water. I finally pulled myself together,
stepped back cautiously, gave two sharp
tugs at the line, released my lead belt
and slowly ascended to the surface. My
partner, sensing that something was
radically wrong pulled me quickly into
the boat. Unable to speak, I waved in the
general direction of the island and
leaned back in my seat, wondering who
lost the privilege of enjoying me for
their dinner, but not really caring. I
felt only the warmth of the sun and a
slowly mounting gratitude as Key West

appeared in the distance.

PETITION
(Continued from Page 15)
have tc completely change our schedule.
Not that there’s room in the afternoon
class anyway.”
“So the answer is bouncing old
Burkes, huh?”
“Oh, Tom. It’s really not so bad. He’s
past retirement age anyhow. Maybe it
would be a favor to him; and why should

an old crab like him be teaching anyway ?”
“Maybe because he likes to teach.
Maybe because he’s one of the best men
the college has in the department. They
don’t give doctorates away for nothing,
you know.”
Judy shrugged.
“Tt just proves he had his nose stuck
in books for years. What we need is a
young teacher. One to make it entertaining. Tom, I’m serious. You'd like a
better teacher too. Won’t you sign up?”
“Nope. Sure, I'll admit it takes some
effort to get the good out of Dr. Burkes’
lectures. But it’s there, really it is. Have

you read his thesis in the library? The
one on Abolition? Can’t you see the
importance—”

“You’re hopeless, Tom!” Judy said

the forbidding look on the professor’s
face was a keen view of history.
And it was true. The subject was
challenging, after you dug down a bit.
Maybe some teachers could make it
more interesting; but then you’d be
getting entertainment instead of knowledge. And didn’t the students have a
responsibility as well as the teacher?
But Judy had shaken Tom up. He
tried to see her after that, but she was
cool, managing to look the other way
when he approached her. And it wasn’t

just Judy either. George Barrett hit him
up after she mentioned the petition.
“Did Judy tell you about it, Tom!”
George asked, putting an arm around
him like an old buddy. “I can see why
grinds like Jones and that Smith gal
won’t sign, but a real Joe like you—
Come on, put your name on the dotted
line and let’s get ourselves a new deal!”
“Judy told me,’ Tom said evenly. “I
told her ‘no’ and I haven’t changed my
mind. That’s final, George.”
George wasn’t a buddy any more.
Muttering something about going te the
dean with the names he had, he stalked
off. That wasn’t the end of it, either.

Tom got the needle out on the baseball
field too—the needle and the cold

“Absolutely

shoulder. Somehow he kept from flaring

hopeless.”

up, and managed to shrug it off. The

‘Not all the time,” he said. “What
time shall I pick you up for the party
tonight ?”
“Don’t bother,” she told him. “And
don’t call me; I’ll call you!”
“Judy! Wait a minute, I—’” He was
talking to a back that was fast disappearing in the crowd leaving the cafeteria. When he got to the bookshelf,

fellows would just walk by, look straight
ahead, and not even speak. The whole
deal was beginning to looka little too
rotten now. Tom played second base on
the team. His own players started throwing hard-to-field balls in fielding practice. They were trying to make it hard
for him by throwing the ball high, in
the dirt, wide, or any place difficult to

her books were gone. Glumly Tom picked

field.

up his and went toward the Lab, trying
to figure it out. It wasn’t easy.
Old Burkes was pretty dry. Tom

Finally the coach shouted to second
base, “Wright, over here, on the double.”
Tom left second and came running to

would admit that along with the rest
of them. But back of the dustiness and

where the coach was standing. “Yes,

angrily

as

she

got

up.

sir,” he said.
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The coach blurted, ‘“What’s wrong
with you today, Wright? You’re not
playing the kind of ball you normally
do. Actually I think it stinks.”

“But coach, I can explain—”
“No ‘buts’ about it, Tom; you’d better
head for the showers,” interrupted the
coach, not giving him time to explain
that it wasn’t his fault at all. “Tl talk
to you tomorrow,” coach said as Tom
stalked off towards the dressing rooms.
Why should I worry about this? I
don’t need them. But I sure wish I could
understand why Judy is acting the way
she is—looking the other way, ignoring
me purposely. I can get along with the

rest, but it’s Judy I’m actually worried
about.
The whole thing came to a head the
next Friday morning in history class.
Dr. Burkes was late, and the noise became more and more rowdy until George
Barrett shouted across the room at Tom.
“Why don’t you offer to clean the
blackboard, Wright,” he taunted. ‘Maybe
he’ll give you an A plus.”
Tom felt his ears redden, but he said
nothing. It would be a rough session,
even after Burkes arrived. George had
a lot of friends. One of them took the
next crack at Tom.
“He’d rather be Wright than set a
precedent!”
It stung. Half a dozen voices began
chanting it over and over. Tom looked
around angrily, his eyes sweeping over
a grinning George and his cohorts. He
saw Judy, too, and tried to read what
was in her eyes. But she turned away,
and he swung away also.
“Got nothing to say, bright boy, or
are you scared?” That was George, and
something snapped in Tom. Slowly he
got to his feet and faced the class.

“All right,” he said tightly. “I’ve got

that’s the way a college student should
behave.”
“Now, wait a minute!” George exploded. “‘You’ve—”
“Let me finish,’ Tom said. ‘You've
been yelling for a week now to have a
new history teacher. Dr. Burkes doesn’t
measure up to your standards. Well,
how do you think you stack up? Try
listening to a lecture once, instead of
talking or sleeping!”
George snorted and winked at one of
his buddies.
“Teacher’s pet!” he scoffed.

“We've got a responsibility too,’ Tom
went on. “Did you think they drilled a
hole in your head and funneled stuff in
while you watched a stage show? Get
wise; it doesn’t work that way.”
“Sit down, Wright,” George said
harshly. “You don’t interest me either.
T’ll turn in the petition with the names

I have.”
“And I'll get one up to keep him,”
Tom said, his eyes boring into George.
“If you want to be amused, go back to
kindergarten!”

“Have you finished, Mr. Wright?”
The new voice jarred Tom, and he
whirled in consternation to see the professor standing in the doorway, a thin
smile on his face.
‘“‘Why—-yes, sir.’’ Redfaced, Tom sat
donw, opening his notebook and staring
at it without seeing a thing. It had been
a stupid trick, losing his temper that
way. And he had been caught in the
middle of it.
“Well, thank you for the kind words,”

Dr. Burkes said. The smile had faded
now, and he wasa thin little man in the
baggy suit which students declared he
must sleep in. He looked old and tired
as he leaned on the lectern and let his

eyes move to cover the whole class.
“There is no need to present your

something to say, George. For a couple
of weeks I’ve watched you cock your

petition, Mr. Barrett,” he said at last,

feet up on the seat in front of you and

taking the tension from his sudden ap-

laugh at Dr. Burkes. Maybe you think

pearance in the room. “I am retiring.
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I—suppose [ should have sooner. I had
hoped to finish out the year, but I
realize I am no match for television.
The board will find some younger person
who may be more to your liking.”
He put his hands into his pants
pockets and turned his eyes towards the
windows—Just staring. Turning his head
and eves toward Tom again, he said,
“T thank you for the kind words you
said in my behalf. The thing that makes

me step down with a little better feeling is not so much what you said but
what it tells me about you, Mr. Wright.
The student does indeed have a responsibility to fulfill. Half the job is
his; and, if I may be permitted some
license, his half is the larger half.”
As he moved from behind the lectern,
the class was completely silent. Tom
found himself holding his breath, his
eyes riveted to the teacher who must
have known all along what was coming.
There was pity in him for Dr. Burkes
and anger at George Barrett and all
the rest who even thought of trying
such a thing. Then the teacher was
speaking again.
“To those who would have signed Mr.
Wright’s petition, my thanks for your
loyalty. To the rest, my apology for
failing to reach you. This is my last
meeting with you; God bless you all.”
He left then, before the shock of his
announcement had really set in.
Gathering his books, Tom moved toward the door in the silent press of
students. George Barrett bumped against
him and sudden anger flared in his eyes.
But it faded to a look of confusion, and
he clamped his mouth on whatever he
had intended to say.
Walking along the Arcade, Tom wondered bitterly what good he had done
anyone. George would hold it against

him. Dr. Burkes had quit anyway. And—
this was worse than ever for him now—
Judy had turned from him. She could

have prevented herself from going along
with the crowd.

“Tom!”
He turned to see Judy coming toward
him.
“Happy now?” he asked her.
Judy stopped in front of him, biting
her lip and dropping her head. Then
she looked up.
“I deserve that, Tom. I woke up a
few minutes ago to this whole thing.
When you told George off, and Dr.
Burkes spoke to us—oh! Tom, I’m sorry.
Please forgive me? I’m so ashamed.”
It hadn’t been for nothing.
“Where are you headed?” he asked.
“Tll walk you there.”
“To Dr. Burkes’ office. I have some
things to say to him with an apology
among them.”
It felt wonderful to have her hold
to his arm again.

Happy
Death
By JIM HEMMERT
His eyes slackened shut—the end
his day;
On his lips a tender smile gave
the sign
That he had reached the crowning

of time;
Then the Quiet Hand took his breath
away.
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(Continued from Page 9)

(Continued from Page 14)

the momentary return of my earlier
fears. Once or twice I caught him glancing at a book as if to read it but merely

down the steps and up the street. It was
getting colder, but it didn’t bother me.
I was thinking how good my voice had
sounded singing happy birthday.

bringing him the matches was all that
was needed to insure that another volume
would go up in flames. Then there was
the day when I discovered him nursing
a sick dog instead of throwing stones
at it; however, simply reminding him
that the clock had just struck two proved
enough incentive, especially as I found

the stones for him to throw. Soon even

these few regressions into previous, less
desirable behavior ceased, and I was able
to view Sonny doing all the things which
Dr. Squak’s book says are typical of the
extrovert. He smashed street light bulbs,
he pulled little girls off bikes, he emptied
nighbors’ garbage cans, and one day—
oh joy of joys—he slashed the tires of
every automobile on the street. With
what a feeling of pride and sense of
accomplishment did I make out the

checks to pay for the damage.

To mothers whose sons have always
behaved in this manner my little achievement may seem as nothing; but to those
gain
of us who have had to work to
be
boys
our
have
to
what we have,
high,
on
God
from
gift
a
is
extroverts
to be treasured for as long as it remains.
My advice to those to whom this blessing
has not yet been given is simple. By
following Dr. Squak’s clear, wholesome
axioms and developing methods similar
to the ones I have used, you, too, should

soon have a darling little rowdy in your

home. To attain this, you must spare no
one. If the neighbors complain, ignore

them. If your family stops visiting, rejoice that now you will have more time

TARDY BELL
(Continued from Page 7)
other whippersnapper; to the student.
you are older than Methusala, maybe
older than Adam.
But both the professor and the student
have one viewpoint in common. Both
think that you can’t tell straight from
up without a protractor. Students, to.
their credit, are usually willing to forgive this obvious density. They have the
generous, family spirit:
“Mr. Ruff is just an old shoe flapping
its tongue, but let’s pretend to believe
he knows the basic facts of life.”
Naturally, one emerges from this
cleansing flame a different person
—
somewhat the worse for hard use what
with the fallen arches and the exhausted
larnyx, but new, new/, in spirit. As I
said, I have not tried to recapture the
old me, but have buried and mourned
him with the quiet dignity he loved.
The new, reborn me is going to do
great things.
He’s going to open a school for
teachers that’s really going to help its
graduates win children and influence a
class. No foolish subject matter or dusty
psychology will appear in the catalogue.

His graduates will know the things the

to devote to your plan of action. Then, if
you persevere, you will know the blessed

youngsters demand of a teacher:
To simultaneously pat the head and

not have been in vain.

head ... to wiggle the ears...

peace which now I experince and all will
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rub the stomach ... to stand on the

But breakers of the law, sure to say,
And lecherous folk, after that they be
dead,
Shall whirl about the earth always in
pain.
—11. 78-80
Raymond Preston notes that in this

Flattery, and Desire. In a brass temple
surrounded by dancers, the spectator
poet found Jealousy, Venus, and Bacchus. The temple walls pictured exploits
of famous lovers.
Still “spectating,’’ Chaucer wandered
back into the garden. “And in a land,
upon a hill of flowers, was set this noble
goddess Nature” (11. 302-3), with all

quotation we find “. . . two principal

birddom flocking around her. “For this

themes of Chaucer’s poem: concupicence
and social disorder. And whether in the
form of love and war or of marriage
and domestic strife, they are to be the
themes of all Chaucer’s major work.”
Apparently England was still trying to
civilize her lusty, warlike Norman con-

was on St. Valentine’s Day, when every
fowl cometh there to choose his mate.”
(11. 309-10) Nature had assigned permanent seats for the yearly parliament
of fowls according to dignity of diet.
Birds of prey ranked the highest, for
they ate other birds, and what is dignior
than a bird? These exalted ones represented the noble practitioners of courtly
love. Below them cowered the worm
fowl, seed fowl, and waterfowl. These
represented the bourgeoisie, farmers,
and merchants.
In a special place, on Nature’s hand,
perched a ravishing formel eagle. A
formel, for anyone not old enough to
recall fourteenth-century vocabulary,
was simply a female bird.

PARLIAMENT
(Continued from Page 11)

querors.
The narrator of the Parliament, exhausted from his all-day literary orgy,
laid aside The Dream of Scipio and retired. As soon as he dozed off, who
should have appeared but the elder
Scipio Africanus? To reward Chaucer
for reading the book about him, he
routed him out of a soft, warm bed
and hustled him through the night air.
Soon they arrived at the double gateway to the garden of love. One gate in
golden letters proclaimed the joys within, while the other in black letters
warned of the disappointments and
jealousies. Africanus herded Chaucer on
through the gates with the encouraging
remark that since he was past loving,
he had nothing to fear. He would count
as a spectator in the sport of love.

First he “spectated” the “trees clad
with leaves that ever shall last” (1.
173), then the flowers, the green
meadow, the cool streams thick with
fish, the chirping birds, the rabbits, the

deer, and the squirrels. Here perpetual
daylight

and

year-round

temperature

control had annihilated the curse of time.
Cupid’s daughter was tempering his
arrows in a well. Pleasure, Array, Lust,
Courtesy, Craft, Delight, and Gentleness lolled and frolicked beneath the
trees with Beauty, Youth, Foolhardiness,

Soon Nature convened the parliament
and laid down the rules of the game.
Beginning with the royal tercel eagle
and descending by rank, each male
would choose a formel. If she accepted
the honor, they would pair off for the
coming year. The following Valentine’s
Day everyone would return and choose
all over again. Obviously these birds had
achieved such a degree of civilization
that they could dispense with the formality of divorce.
The royal tercel eagle opened the
bidding in true courtly style. He threatened to curl up his talons and die if the
formel eagle on Nature’s hand would
not steady him. In four stanzas he
promised her the moon sliced up and

grilled on toast. He wished the other
birds to tear him apart if he should ever
prove untrue. Appropriately, the formel
blushed.

Thus far all was proceeding smoothly.
But then an ardent eagle of lower rank,
letting his feelings override his manners, burst in with a similar oath of
fealty to the same formel. At this cue
a third eagle revealed that he, too, was
mortally afflicted with love for the
ravishing formel.

It soon became evident that one formel eagle was just not enough to go
around. Furthermore, all three males
had promised to die from the pangs of
love, and nothing dampens a convention
more quickly than a bunch of dead
eagles lying around. Obviously, arbitration was needed. Restraining the selfappointed arbiters who wanted to clear
the dockets for their own cases, Nature
instructed each social stratum —i.e.,
birds of prey, worm fowl, seed fowl, and
waterfowl — to elect a spokesman. Meanwhile she continued fondling the dis-

puted forme! (no doubt philosophizing
that a bird in the hand is worth three
in the brawl).
First to obtain the floor was the
tercelet falcon, who represented the
birds of prey. For a moment he considered the possibility of settlement by
combat, but rejected it before the eager
eagles could unsheathe their spurs. Instead, he ingeniously proposed letting
the formel choose whom she would.
Chivalry was not dead.
Obviously considering this scheme too
revolutionary, the staid waterfowl nominated a honking goose to blow their
horn. She preened her feathers and advised the embattled males to seek other

mates. This cynical attitude the spearhawk quickly rebuffed.
To clinch the rebuff, the turtledove,
cooing for the seed fowl, exhorted the

letting the formel choose her man, again
championed chivalry. He sharply rebuked
those unwashed prattlers who could not
appreciate the simplest principles of
courtly love.
By this time the cuckoo had mustered
enough votes in the worm-fowl caucus
to speak for that delegation. He was
fed up with the whole problem. Impatient to snare a mate and get on with
more important business, he suggested
that the eagles live alone and like it.
The indignant merlon promptly told him
to try his own medicine.
Before anyone could call, ‘Point of
order!’’, Nature gavelled for silence and

delivered judgment. After plugg’ng her
favorite, the royal tercel, she left the
final choice to the formel. That quickwitted lady bird, not hesitating a
moment, promptly chose to wait a year
before deciding.
Such an open-air ending might indicate that he planned to continue the
story the following St. Valentine’s Day.
Could it be that Chaucer was a frustrated serial writer? Or perhaps he was
anticipating the modern soap opera: will
Ernest Eagle win his fair formel? Whom
will the formel choose? Can Giddy Gcos2
snare Dizzy Duck? And will the cuckoo
go unpunished for mocking the slow
processes of courtly love? For the answers to these vital questions, tune in
next Valentine’s Day, same dream, same
author, for the capers of Birdwatcher,
Private Pen.
Actually, this ending merely con-

formed to the tradition of courtly love
literature, where strong men swconed,
rivals clashed in combat, fair ladies
shrank from all suitors, arid everybody
took forever getting down to business.

lovers to remain faithful. But the prac-

But the Parliament of Fowls is not just
an ordinary tale of courtly love. In the

tical duck lashed back in support of the
goose; he despised the energy waste of

words of Raymond Preston, it reveals
the “. . . comic underside of a human

triple courting. An efficiency expert in

debate.” The issue of that debate is:

the fourteenth century! At this juncture
the tercelet falcon, who had advocated

what is love? Chaucer does not
Smart man.
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